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If a foreign bloody army
Invades this bloody shore
You'll see some bloody swimming
In some bloody gore.
Whack the bloody Germans
With bloody shot and shell,
Blow their bloody troopers
Down to bloody Hell.
Take no bloody cod, boys,
Make a bloody start,
On the bloody foe, boys,
Like a bloody dart.
Get the bloody guns out,
Have some bloody sense.
Prepare for bloody war, boys,
And de-bloody-fence.1
Poets in the trenches were inspired with a new
afflatus; musicians (like my own Musical Director,
William Hudson, who was told off to spray Germans
in their dug-outs with a deadly chemical) were con-
fessing that musical themes came to them in unwonted
abundance. Tragedy and comedy arose out of the
unexampled carnage. A strange laxity overcame even
our brave c padres/ One, grumbling to a friend
about the sudden stopping of his long-deferred leave,
was heard to complain: "Here have I been sticking
it for fifteen months, and just when I was counting
upon one day of silent prayer and communion with
my Maker, along comes this b-------T and spoils it."
Another, wishing to gain a hint as to the atmosphere
of war time before departing to the front, came upon
a Company being rehearsed by an exasperated Non-
Com. for attendance at a military funeral. The men
1 From the rhyme an ancient Yorkshire mariner gave me when I was doing
my War Lecture at Hull entitled:
"Awake Up England."
"An Aid to Recruiting.    One to stir the blood up."